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N speaking of Harvard, Captain Cartyra had mentioned the
possibility of working one's way through the university and also
of loans available to worthy students, giving me to understand I
might be favoured in one of these respects if I showed promise.
This seemed too good to be true, but certainly was worth looking
into. The more I thought of it the greater became my desire to
learn, definitely, whether or not I could meet the educational re-
quirements of a first-class medical school, and if so, whether there
was a chance to earn or borrow any part of the costs. With this
object in mind I went up to Boston.
My note of introduction was to the dean of Harvard Medical
School. He was a suave but energetic man well beyond middle
age, with a thin greying moustache and a squinting eye, which I
learned later was artificial. He read the note with no more than a
glance at me; one prospective student more or less was of little
interest to him as compared with news of his friend Captain
Cartyra.
He wanted to know when I had last seen him, what he was
doing, how and where we had met. This brought up the subject
of filibustering and the impending war with Spain, which in-
terested him tremendously until we were interrupted by a loud
bell. While a crowd of students tramped up a stairway the dean
gathered some papers from his desk, turned to me. "I must talk
further with you about this," he said, "but I have a class at this
hour. Perhaps you would like to attend?"
> A small semicircular amphitheatre was already filled with young
men when I entered and slid into a seat near the aisle. It was my
first medical lecture; it was what I had looked forward to for more
than a year. What would it be like? I wondered. The lives and
accomplishments of famous doctors? Accidents, diseases, opera-
tions? Medicines and how, to prepare them? Determined to take
in every word, I disregarded the hubbub of loud voices, laughter
and scuffing feet which continued until the dean stepped into the
pit below us. When comparative quiet had settled over the room
he began with a joke which I failed to grasp, then spoke in. a dry